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Valerie fully exposed 
and comprehensively 
punished in the usual 
atmospheric style! 


2۸4 8 


Teenaged ward 
spanked in front of a 
visiting ‘uncle’. Two 
girls underhand! 
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Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in domestic 
service. 
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Linda’s first in-house 
spanking experience. 
Braces as you've 
never seen before! 
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Actually Spanked or 
the end of Debbie. 
Bathtime caning. 


Home from school, 
Uniform girl spanked. 
Caning, strapping. 

Humiliation!! 
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Services spanking. 
The Postulant. 

A schoolgirl in 
trouble. 


Maid in trouble, a 
WRAC in the hands of 
a superior officer. No 
salvation for Suzie. 
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Victim in the Vestry — 


‘Whipping Horse’ 
punishment. Canings 
and spankings at 
school and at home. 


juawajddns SUL‏ 0 وو ون 


Girls in Germany in 
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Seduction after a 
spanking. Field 
sports. 


Humiliation dress. 


Held hostage. 
Cornfield encounter. 


achoirgirl spanked. 
Knickers down after 
the Match. 


aug 91419 مردنس‎ 


Crisp uniforms with. 
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to mid thigh and thus completely 
exposing her more interesting parts 
for, as already noted, a girl does not 
wear anything else, no actual knickers, 
under Sports Kit Number 1. She 
straightens up. Controlling the urge to 
slide one hand defensively in front of 
her pussy. Which of course has 
received that little stimulation from 
Mr Statler’s fingers and is now wide- 
awake and is telling Sophie it is wide- 
awake plus all sorts of other things as 
well. Hands straight at their sides she 
endeavours to think ofsomething else, 
other than her awakened pussy. There 
is of course the cane to think about. 
The cane which is still in Mr Statler’s 
hand. 

‘Anything else Miss? That sounds like a 
very all-embracing offer. A girl could 
get herself into trouble making offers 
like that.’ Mr Statler has come in close 
again. And his hand does what it did 
before, i.e. takes hold of Sophie’s 
mound. Only this time there is not that 
thin layer of black cotton, there is only 
Sophie. Her nest of brown curls, her 
warm bare flesh. A little wetness too. 
The selflubricating sticky wetness 
which a healthy girl automatically 
produces when stimulated. A sticky 
wetness which of course is basically 
produced to lubricate the passage of 
the erect male penis although clearly 
that is a highly embarrassing thought 
for a girl, especially when standing in 
close proximity to Mr Statler with her 
hands down at her sides and her shorts 
down at mid thigh. 


‘Yes Moss, an unscrupulous gentleman 
— and perhaps even more one who is 
not a gentleman — might take quick 
and unfortunate advantage of an offer 
like that. So that a girl could find 
herself with as the vernacular has it, a 
bun in her oven. Most unfortunate.’ 


‘No Sir ... Mr Statler’s hand is there 
again and she is undeniably and most 
embarrassingly moist. Giving possible 
credence to what Mr Statler is 
suggesting ie. that unscrupulous 
gentlemen could find her wet and 
ready for it. ‘No ... I didn’t mean that 
Sir. Not at all.’ 


‘In that case Sophie a girl should be 
more precise in her utterances. Much 
more precise. 


“Yes Sir ... One finger ... Oh God. 
‘Sophie almost faints with relief as Mr 


Statler withdraws his hand, his finger. 
But the relief is only of seconds’ 


She has a nice shapely teenage shape in 
her Sports Number 1, slim-waisted but 
filling out the black briefs and the vest 
very nicely thank you. Especially the 
rear of the brief and tight shorts. 
Sophie’s cheeky rear. Which now 
confronted with what is in Mr Statler’s 
hand is quivering apprehensively. 

Mr Statler advances, transferring the 
cane to his left hand. ‘No Sir, Miss?” He 
has come very close. Sophie who is 
already standing with her back close 
to the ornate wash-basin has no 
retreat. But anyway a girl can’t back off 
from Mr Statler when he approaches. 
You stand straight and still. Compliant. 
Receptive to what he has to say — or 
wishes to do. 


‘Eh Miss?’ Mr Statler’s free right hand 
comes out. In the very general region 
of the tops of Sophie’s virtually bare 
thighs. And very adjacent to that ripe 
mound at her lower abdomen. 


‘No Sir. Ooh. Aaa... haaa ... No Sir ... the 
second drawn-out ‘No Sir’ and indeed 
the ‘Aaa ... haaa” preceeding it do not 
relate directly to the matter of the 
cane but to the matter of Mr Statler’s 
hand. Which has taken a light hold of 
Sophie’s mound. Sophie trembles. Her 


knees especially tremble. The 
delicious cheeks of her bottom 
tremble too. ‘No Sir ...' The hand is 


enclosing a girl’s most sensitive part. 
Well just about. Mr Statler’s fingers on 
the undercurve of the mound are in 
virtually direct contact with the lips of 
her slit. 


“Please ... No...’ 


“You're very jumpy Sophie. And it 
seems you can't stop saying no.” 


‘S ... Sorry Sir. But ... oooohh. You're 
tickling Sir. And ... and 1 really ... don't 
want the cane Sir.” 


Mr Statler pushes his fingers further in 
between Sophie's squirming thighs, 
bringing forth a further high-pitched 
‘Oooooh'’, then withdraws his hand. 


‘When a girl’s as jumpy as you seem to 
be Sophie, she needs something to 
settle her. A couple of nice cuts with 
the cane. Take your shorts down.’ 


‘No Sir! I mean ... all right Sir. But ... not 
the cane. Anything else.’ 


‘Anything Sophie?’ She is slipping the 
braces from the slim shoulders, then 
pushing down the tight shorts. Down 


‘No!’ she yelps. ‘Not the cane!’ 


Sophie is standing in the second-floor 
bathroom where she has been told by 
Mrs Rudley to go and wait for Mr 
Statler. It is Mrs Rudley who also, and 
presumably on Mr Statler’s 
instructions has told Sophie to wear 
what she is wearing. Sports Kit 
Modified Number 1, or more usually 
known as ‘Briefs and Braces’. Which 
consists of a demure sleeveless and 
form-fitting white ‚vest plus brief 
shorts of thin black cotton (‘Briefs’) 
which are fastened with a pair of 
narrow maroon elastic braces. The 
thin black shorts which are tight- 
fitting to the cheeks of a girl’s bottom 
and also to the mound of her private 
parts in fact have elastic at the waist 
and the braces are a form of secondary 
support against the possibility of 
elastic failure during such energetic 
exercises as netball or cross-country 
running. On her feet and completing 
the Sports Kit Modified Number 1 
outfit Sophie has white ankle socks 
and white sandals. 


Mr Statler who has just appeared, 
abruptly entering the bathroom and 
closing the door behind him, jdoes 
indeed have a cane in his hand: a nasty 
looking full-sized ratten. He is in 
reasonably formal rig of blazer with 
neat dark red silk handkerchief in the b 
reast pocket, worn with a striped silk 
- tie. 


‘No ...” Sophie breaths again. ‘Not that. 
Something else. But not ... that cane.’ 


Mr Statler slices it through the air ina 
way that can make a girl think she is 
going to wet her knickers — or equally 
her tight black cotton briefs if she is 
wearing Sports Number 1, which of 
course are worn with nothing 
underneath. “Why not” he smiles 
pleasantly. ‘I certainly feel you can do 
with it.’ 


‘No Sir, please’ Sophie’s bottom 
shudders as if it can already feel itself 
denuded of its single tightly-encasing 
covering and in receipt of the scalding 
kiss of Mr Statler’s implement. Sophie 
is of above average height in her socks 
and sandals, a pretty girl with her 
honey-blonde hair hold back this 
morning with two pink combs. Her 
blue eyes are made up, her soft mouth 
lightly adorned with pink lipstick: Mr 
Statler is known not to be averse to 
youthful female attractions and if you 
are told he wants to see you, well ... 


duration. 


“Turn round Miss. And bend forward. I 
am going to cane you.’ 


‘Ooooh! No... Ob!’ 


‘Yes. And stop that racket. I am sure 
you know the reason. I have had 
various complaints from Mr 
Greenlow. Insubordination. Dawdling 
on a cross-country run. Etcetera. 
Hopefully the cane across your bare 
bottom will cause you to think twice 
about such matters in future.’ 


Sophie turns because she has no 
choice, it is clearly Mr Statler's 
intention to do it. The mention of Mr 
Greenlow’s name comes as no 
surprise. Not that she has been 
insubordinate to Mr  Greenlow, 
merely non-cooperative. Not 
cooperating in what Mr Greenlow 
wants. Of course he hasn’t actually 
said it, spelled it out, but it is clear 
what he wants all right. That moisture, 
that sticky lubrication: Mr Greenlow 
would like to have direct and personal 
experience of it. And Sophie has not 
been disposed to put it on offer. Hence 
the talk of insubordination and other 
crimes. 


Sophie would like to blurt all this out 
to Mr Statler. Mr Greenlow’s 
unscrupulous behaviour. But a 
moments thought tells her to forget it. 
Accusing Mr Greenlow will do no 
good at all, it would simply make 
matters worse because naturally Mr 
Greenlow will be believed and she 
will not. No there is nothing she can 
do except ... accept what is coming. 


Mr Statler makes Sophie put her hands 
behind her back, then takes both her 
wrists in one hand. His left of course. 
Mr Statler is right-handed. And in his 
right hand is that dreadful full- size 
rattan. He bands the whimpering 
Sophie forward, so that the soft flesh of 
her bared bottom is taut, thrustingly 
out. 


“You accept that you need this Sophie.’ 


The routine form of words that give a 
legitimacy to what is to happen. 


And you say yes because it is better for 
you than saying no. That is something 


you learn. Sophie stutters a distressed 
affirmative. 


‘Good girl. OK then ...’ 


CRACKK...! 


The sharply searing sound of bamboo 
coming into abrupt contact with softly 
resilient flesh. A very recognisable 
sound but the recipient feels rather 
than hears it. It feels rather like your 
bottom has been cut in two with 
perhaps a red-hot poker. Something 
like that. You know beforehand that it 
is going to feel dreadful and you think 
that perhaps you are more or less 
ready for it but you never are. It is 
always more dreadful than you can 
think. The first one. Not that 
subsequent cuts are any better. They 
are if anything worse. Especially if he 
can manage to lay the cane precisely 
along the line of an earlier one (not 
humming bright red of course). And 
Mr Statler is pretty good at doing this. 
He is after all an expert. 


After four of them Sophie is like a girl 
demented. Writhing sinuously like a 
dervish. It is a good job Mr Statler has 
a firm grip of her wrists otherwise she 
would be grovelling in a heap on the 
floor. She is mouthing incoherent 
words — and has again that awful 
feeling that she is about to wet herself. 
And if she were to, well it would be 
dreadful all right but she can’t worry 
about it, allshe can think of is her poor 
bottom. Her poor red-hot bottom. 


‘I should give you four more, Mr 
Statler says cheerily, putting the cane 
down in the bath while keeping his 
grip on Sophie’s wrists. Straightening 
her up and groping her red-hot rear 
with his now free right hand. 
‘Shouldn't I?’ 


Another high-pitched squeal of shock- 
horror. Four more would kill her. 


‘Yes I should,’ insists Mr Statler in his 
jokey way. I think you could do with 
it. But maybe this time ... OK. Just see 
that I have no more complaints from 
Mr Greenlow.’ 


He lets go of Sophie’s wrists and turns 
her to face him. A hand slides in to her 
quivering groin again. His fingers 
encounter moisture. 


You're wet Miss. Turns you on does it: 
a session with the cane?’ 


‘Nossir.’ Hot-faced, vigorously shaking 
her head. Her hot bottom is still 
killing. 


Mr Statler gives a harsh male laugh. 
‘Perhaps you wet yourself then. Wet 
your pants Sophie? Except of course 
that your pants are down.’ 
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Sophie has to take down her shorts so 
that Mr Greenlow can see her bare 
bottom and the cane marks which Mr 
Statler has left there. 


‘You poor dear,’ her turor murmurs 
sympathetically as he slides his hand 
over the warm flesh. But you should 
be sensible shouldn’t you? Sensible 
and cooperative. Then there’d be no 
problems whatsoever.’ 


Sophie, with Mr Greenlow fondling 
her still sore bottom, feels a keen 
desire to tell him what she thinks but 
doesn’t. Mr Greenlow suggests that 
she sit on his lap while they have a 
general chat, to prove that she is going 
to be nice and cooperative. Sophie 
tries to refuse but Mr Greenlow talks 
of perhaps having to go and see Mr 
Statler again, so Sophie finally agrees. 
But she doesn’t agree to his original 
idea which was that she sit on his lap 
with her shorts down. Mr Greenlow 
accepts that her shorts can be pulled 
up first. 

Sitting on Mr Greenlow’s lap would 
not be desperately awful except for 
the fact of what you know he wants. 


Greenlow had said so. 


‘Ah the delightful Sophie, he says 
when she has knocked and entered. 
Mr Greenlow is a similar age to Mr 
Statler, fiftyish perhaps. Mr Greenlow 
can be pleasant and amusing but of 
course there is also that other business 
which is not pleasant at all. He gets up 
from his desk, grinning at her. Like Mr 
Statler he is wearing a blazer and smart 
tie. 


‘Come here lovely girl. Let me have a 
look at you. How are you this 
morning? And how is ... heh-heh ... 
your bottom?’ 


You ... You ..” Red-faced, Sophie 
perhaps fortunately cannot find words 
to express what she feels. 


‘Don’t say it, smiles Mr Greenlow. 
‘You might regret it. You wouldn’t 
want another dose tomorrow would 
you? Be nice sensible girl. Come on, let 
me see your bottom. Let me see the 
damage.’ 


And in spite of her protestations 


Sophie rolls her blue eyes. There is no 
doubt that she is wet but she can’t 
admit to anything as demeaning as 
wetting her pants. As equally can’t 
accept that the cane has turned her on 
when it definitely has not. ‘I ... it’s... 
sweat Sir. Perspiration. Fr From 
being scared I suppose. Of the cane.’ 


Mr Statler raises his hand to his 
nostrils. Then raises his eyebrows 
quizzically. But all he says is, ‘OK. Get 
your shorts up.’ 


Somewhat later Sophie sees Mr 
Greenlow downstairs in his room. Mr 
Greenlow is her tutor for French and 
German and she is due to have a 
session of German which is not her 
best subject. She is still wearing Sports 
Kit Number 1 which is not what you 
would normally wear for a tutorial but 
Mrs Rudley whom Sophie saw directly 
after her session with with Mr Statler 
in the bathroom (routine after a 
caning, Mrs Rudley confirming and 
noting in her book that you are OK) 
said she was to keep it on. Mr 
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The fact that Mr Greenlow is horny. 
Which you are very soon aware of on 
his lap because you very soon find 
yourself sitting on something stiff and 
hard. And of course you now very well 
what it is. You also know that Mr 
Greenlow enjoys having you sit on it, 
having the soft ripeness of your 
bottom cheeks weighing solidly down 
on it. And you know too that although 
he very much enjoys this there is 
something else he would enjoy even 
more, and the thought of that is 
undoubtedly in his mind: Something 
else that he would like to do with the 
thing you are sitting on, somewhere 
else he would like to put it. All of this 
can make sitting on Mr Greenlow’s lap 
an embarrassing experience. 
Especially when in addition to all this 
he is stroking your boobs through the 
single thin layer of vest. 


What Mr Greenlow had apparently 
meant to say at the outset was that he 
had decided to take Sophie out in the 
country for her tutorial this morning. 
It is a nice warm sunny day and it be so 
pleasant out in the country and this is 
why he had told Mrs Rudley to tell 
Sophie to keep her Sports Kit Number 
1 on: ie. it was suitable attire for a 
country session. Mr Greenlow has 
meant to say this at the outset but he 
has got rather sidetracked, carried 
away, first by making Sophie take her 
shorts down so that he could admire 
the cane marks on her bottom, and 
then by getting her on his lap and 
having Sophie’s delicious bottom 
firmly on top of his very-quickly-erect 
organ; all of this has driven other 
thoughts out of his mind. 


However he does eventually 
remember and tells Sophie. She hears 
Mr Greenlow with mixed feelings. It 
will certainly be a relief to get off his 
lap, to get her bottom off of his 
rampant part. But what is he going to 
want out in the country, that is the 
question. Has he got some plan of 
campaign, or more specifically of 
conquest? Not that she has any choice 
in the matter; Mr Greenlow can have 
his tutorial out in the country if he 
wants to and no doubt Sophie should 
think herself fortunate to be going out. 


It is a lovely day there is no doubt 
about that, with just a few light fluffy 
clouds high in the bright blue sky, and 
Mr Greenlow finds a nice secluded 
grassy glade in pretty oakwoods 
where clearly no one is going to 
disturb them. In their study of the 
German language. Or whatever else 
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blanket on her back and with her legs 
nicely open. 


‘Look ... aren’t we supposed to be 
doing the German? Sophie tries to 
push his hand away from her pussy, 
but not in a desperately convincing 
way. She is already getting wet. Why 
does she get wet so easily; it only 
makes people — Mr Greenlow, Mr 
Statler — think she wants it. And she 
doesn't, she really doesn’t. 


‘Just relax, Mr Grenlow tells her, not 
allowing his hand to be pushed away 
from Sophie’s wet pussy. He laughs. ‘I 
didn’t know you were so keen to get at 
the German. We will, don’t worry. And 
Ive got something too. German 
culture. A nice bottle of Piesporter ’72. 
Nice and cool in the cold box. We'll 
have a couple of glasses of that in a mo. 


Sophie does know it. ‘Look ... she 
pleads. But Mr Greenlow is not 
interested in any ‘Look’s. He is 
interested in Sophie taking her shorts 
off. Right off, he spells out in case she 
is in any possible doubt. 


So of course Sophie takes off her 
shorts. And the red braces. The little 
vest does not reach down much 
further than her waist so there is no 
point trying to yank it down to cover 
herself. Any anyway Mr Greenlow 
does not want that. He wants Sophie to 
get some sun. Or so he says. He 
certainly wants to see bare flesh. And 
get his hands on it. 


Sophie, without her short, gets down 
on the blanket. She doesn’t want to lie 
down but Mr Greenlow wants her to. 
‘Relax for a bit, he says. Relax on the 


Mr Greenlow may have in mind to 
study. He has brought a blanket to sit 
on. Or lie on? 


Sitting down himself on the spread 
blanket Mr Greenlow invites Sophie to 
take off her shorts and then join him. 
‘Get some sun at the same time,’ is his 
rationale for removal of the shorts. 


‘Uh-uh.’ Sophie shakes her head. ‘No 
thanks. Pm .. uh .. not keen on too 
much sun.’ 


Mr Greenlow’s tone becomes harder. 
Does she really want to go straight 
back to Mr Statler in the morning? For 
gross insubordination and 
disobedience. If Mr Statler has a girl 
sent to him two days in a row he can be 
really unpleasant. ‘You know that 
Sophie I presume?’ 
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at the top of the main stairs. It is the 
hour before the evening meal and she 
is more formally attired than when we 
have previously met her. Instead of 
Sports Kit Modified Number 1 Sophie 
is in Formal Dress Number 2. Which is 
a black silk dress, full-skirted, 
sleeveless, knee-length worn with 
white knee-socks and formal black 
shiny-leather shoes. Formal Dress 
Number 1 is a similar dress worn with 
sheer dark nylons and a suspender belt 
and high heels. Formal Number 1 is 
generally reserved for special 
occasions, when there are important 
visitors etc. Otherwise the evening 


hah ... I am not having the pleasure of 
caning you Sophie. Since ... it must be 
two weeks now. Since that last time in 
the bathroom. What about that?’ 


Yes it would be two weeks. Since that 
time in the main bathroom and then 
afterwards out in the oak wood with 
Mr Greenlow. Mr Greenlow and his 
blanket and his deliciously cold 
German wine that was so delicious 
you kept having more without 
realising what it was doing. That and 
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‘No Sir. Well I I am trying Sir.’ 
Hoping that she’s not flushing, that the 
unfortunate truth is not written all 
over her face. IL, Sophie Belford, am 
letting Mr Greenlow screw me. Pretty 
regularly. Because, well, things are a 
lot easier that way. Her face doesn’t 
say that does it? 


‘You’ve reached some kind of modus 
vivendi 1 take it? 


‘Yes Sir. I suppose so Sir. Pm trying 
harder.’ 


Sophie has changed to meet Mr Statler 


with Formal Number 1 and Number 2, 
unless the individual has been 
specifically forbidden them for some 
reason or other. Sophie is not in that 
situation so the knickers are not a 
problem. Mr Statler lightly slaps her 
bottom. 


‘Yes, well I won’t inquire what the 
modus vivendi is. What exactly quid 
pro quo has been agreed. But no doubt 
the different parties are content and 
everyone is happy. Except that ... hah- 


Not that I think you need it to loosen 
you up Sophie. I think you’re ready 
already.’ 


“No I'm not ... she whimpers. ‘Really 
Pm not ... But it is getting to her. Lying 
here on this blanket in the hot sun ... 
with Mr Greenlow’s hand between her 
legs. His hand which is undeniably 
getting her going, getting her juices 
flowing. 


‘No complaints from Mr Greenlow 
recently Sophie.’ 


meal, as today, calls for Formal 


Number 2. 

‘Good. That’s very good.’ Mr Statler 
does not seem to be in a hurry. 
Presumably he doesn’t have another 
girl waiting to see him in his study or 
anywhere else (the bathroom for 
instance). ‘Yes.’ Moving closer in to 
Sophie he slides his hand round her 
waist, then slips it down, to the silk- 
clad jut of her rump. His fingers detect 
brief knickers under the thin black 
silk. Knickers are allowed of course 


Make Cheques and 
P.O.’s payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 

15 Wastdale Road 
London SE23 | 


a POSTAGE AND PACKING 
É. ease add 30p per item (U.K.) 
ease add 50p per item (Europe) 


Please add £2 per item (U.S.A. or CANADA 


AND REST OF THE WORLD. 


= 
Er) 
دی‎ 
Lal 
== 
„m 
— 
=l 
[= =| 


e 
©: 
G 
۱ 2 
yo 
1৬ 
5 
= 
= 
= 
o 
® 
ao 


Student Librarian 
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Nurses, schoolgirls, a 
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school sports captain 
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Civil liberties! 
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More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 
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Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl. Bedtime 
Punishments and 
girls in detention. 
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canes and piano 
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Caretaker's Daughter 
spanked. Teenagers 
need discipline. 
Spanked at home. 
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Bedroom spanking, 
schoolroom caning, 
Spanking ‘Alfresco’ 
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A fresh air spanking, 
Batht. ne humiliation, 
Bedroom caning. 


‘Bring that over here Sophie. then 
kneel up on it. And lift your dress up 
round your waist.’ 


Her heart is suddenly thudding, all 
kinds of things are being flooded into 
her veins. Adrenalin and that sort of 
stuff. As she does what Mr Statler has 
told her. Kneeling on the stool with 
the skirt of her black silk dress up 
round her waist. Revealing brief little 
white knickers tight over the cheeks of 
her bottom plus the long bare silky 
thighs. She yelps as Mr Statler’s hand 
reaches forward to sharply pinch the 
soft underside of one thigh. 


‘Just stay there a moment Sophie. PI 
be right back. Only ... his hand comes 
in again and this time pinches her 
bottom ‘I have rather missed this.’ 


Sophie is left there as Mr Statler goes 
off down the stairs. Left like this 
holding her dress up round her waist 
to wonder what horrible thing is in 
store for her. Because it clearly is not 
going to be anything nice. Mr Statler 
does not take long to reappear. 


Mr Greenlow’s hand of course, his 
very knowing fingers. Those fingers, 
and the hot seductive sun, might easily 
have done the trick without benefit of 
the wine. At any rate ... Yes two weeks 
now. And in those two weeks ... pretty 
regularly. Well once you'd done it, 
you'd started, there didn't seem any 
point ... in not avoiding being sent to 
Mr Statler. 


What did Mr Statler say: he's 
unfortunately not had the pleasure of 
caning her? His little joke of course. 
Sophie tries a little laugh in 
appreciation. It sounds more like a 
croak. He is joking. Presumably. Mr 
Statler is now indicating a stool which 
happens to be over by the wall. 


ed 


the brief white knickers. Mr Statler’s 
hand grips one nude cheek. 


‘Yes Pve quite missed this Sophie.’ he 
gives the bare cheek a sharp slap. ‘And 


‘I don’t want little white lies Miss. We 
can’t have little secrets. Not just you 
and Mr Greenlow. We can have little 
secrets if it's you and Mr Greenlow 
and me of course. OK? 


Then Mr Statler slams his hand down 
hard a few more times. After which he 
pushes Sophie to her feet. That was 
just a little warm up, he says. They will 
now resume their friendly discussion 
in his study. Where when he went to 
make his phone call he took his cane 
out. It is now waiting for them on Mr 
Statler's desk. Waiting for Sophie. 
Waiting for her bottom which it hasn’t 
seen, hasn’t felt, for two weeks now. 


‘No! Please... Please Sir!’ Sophie yelps. 


‘Yes, now come here. Over my lap. 
Let's see ... That pretty bottom...’ 


Sophie is over Mr Statler’s lap with her 
dress still up and he is tugging down 


to approve which is why Sophie has 
been instructed not to tell. Anyone. 
Not that Mr Greenlow can make any 
threats about this; he can’t very well 
threaten to send her to Mr Statler. But 
Sophie would rather not tell, she 
herself would rather keep it a secret. 


‘Nothing,’ she says with her face down 
towards the floor and her bared 
bottom up over Mr Statler’s lap. 
“There's not anything 
Aaaaoooowwwhhh ...!’ 


The anguished yelp is occasioned by 
Mr Statler’s hand slamming hard down 
onto her exposed flesh. Followed by a 
couple more which are equally hard. 


‘Sorry about that my dear. A phone 
call. Now where were we? Oh yes of 
course. Yes, get off there then please 
... Mr Statler is helping her down, then 
sitting on the stool himself. 


I suppose Mr Greenlow is not 
missing it at all eh? This .. or 
something else. Eh? You wouldn't like 
to tell me about that would you 
Sophie? The modus vivendi that has 
presumably been agreed. In strict 
confidence of course, we don’t need 
to tell Mr Greenlow that you’ve told 


, 


me. 


Mr Greenlow has of course told her 
not to tell anyone. Because he is not 
supposed to do what he is doing. A 
tutor is definitely not supposed to be 
doing that, just as he is not supposed to 
cane a girl either. Although it does 
happen, such things do, and no doubt 
not only Mr Greenlow and not only 
Sophie. But still, Mr Statler is not going 
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e on,’ Mr Statler says. With a look 
pleased anticipation on his face. 


PUBLIC RELATIONS WORK 


That was after he had told her. That 
although there wasn’t the secretarial 
vacancy there was this other 
position. Something else available, 
and being such a pretty girl with such 
a nice shape and especially being 
nice and young looking, she would 
be just right. It wasn’t a difficult job. It 
just involved seeing some of the 
firm’s clients. Being nice. And 
friendly. Public relations really. 


She had had that sudden thought. Of 
what Mr Birling might be talking 
about. Mr Birling had seen, sensed, 
what she thought and quickly said 
no, it wasnt that. The clients didn’t 
want that. What they wanted was ... 


Then he had shown her. When she 
had sort of half agreed because she 
really needed something and there 
didn’t seem to be any other job 
available. Certainly nowhere near the 
money she would get paid for this. He 
had shown her at his flat. In the 
bedroom. So she would know it 
wasn’t too bad, nothing to get 
excited about. Becasue as Mr Birling 
said there was no reason for a girl to 
get excited or bothered simply 
because she was letting a man take 
her over his lap and take her knickers 
down. And then spank her bare 
bottom. 


That was all they wanted. To take 
your knickers down and spank your 
bare bottom. Or maybe for instance 
they might want you to come with 
your knickers already off. Like this Mr 
Colway. But they didn’t want 
anything else. They didn’t want to 
bonk you. Or if they did you could 
certainly say no. Say no thanks | 
don’t do that, | only do spanking. Just 
keep friendly but say no if you wanted 
to. But almost all of them didn’t want 
that anyway. They were just nice 
respectable gentlemen who didn’t 
want to bonk, they simply wanted to 
spank a pretty girl’s bare bottom. 

She wasn’t at all sure she wanted to 
do it. She wasn’t at all sure she could 
make herself do it, it came as such a 
shock, the whole idea. She had no 
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looking younger was good, the 
clients would like it. 


She certainly can’t ask the man now, 
not after that look. He can’t guess, 
there’s no way he can. She’s not 
happy wearing these socks but 
they’re not really odd. And he can’t 
see under her coat. The pink 
gingham blouse and little grey skirt. 
and the fact that she has no knickers 
on. She has knickers with her, little 
white ones, but they are in the bag 
too. That also is what this Mr Colway 
wants. He wants her to have no 
knickers on when she arrives. Just 
his little thing, Mr Birling said. They 
mostly have their little thing but it’s 
nothing to bother about is it? No 
problem under your coat. 

She is sure it is the next stop, it’s just 
that she’s so nervous and not really 
sure of anything. Because it’s her first 
time. The bus is slowing to a halt. She 
gets up. And the man gets up too! Oh 
God! He smiles at her as they stand 
waiting for the bus to come to a stop. 
He says, ‘It’s a nice day.’ 


‘Yes,’ she answers. Feeling herself 
flushing, feeling panic rising, What if 
he’s going the same way? What if he 
knows? What if she were to trip and 
fall over, her skirt flying up to show 
she has no knickers on? She fights to 
keep calm. He can’t know. She’s not 
going to trip over. She gets off and 
stands uncertainly at the stop. The 
man smiles again and walks off. Up 
the street. And that’s the direction of 
Frobisher Drive if she can remember 
the map correctly. What is she to do? 
She can’t be late, Mr Birling said you 
must never be late for a client. Itis not 
professional, not business-like. And 
a girl has to be professional. 


It is her first time with a client but she 
has had that session with Mr Birling. 
“We'll have a little trial,’ he said. 
‘That’s always a good idea. Then | 
can see how you'll do. And you'll get 
an idea of what’s needed. OK 
Alison?’ 


Sitting on the bus she surreptitiously 
looks again at the list Mr Birling has 
given her. Frowning slightly then 
putting it back in her bag. Three 
names and three addresses. Men’s 
names natuirally. Just three names 
on the piece of paper but that is only 
for a start. To see how she gets on. 
The first on the list today, this sunny 
March afternoon: Mr Colway, 
Frobisher Drive which is close to the 
next bus stop. Then Mr Anthorp 
tomorrow. Mr Vaneway the next day. 
And after that ... 


She bites her lip, thinking what she 
has thought a hundred times: what if 
anyone found out? Her mother. Or 
Gary. The possibility doesn’t bear 
thinking about. She has told them itis 
a secretarial job. That was the job she 
went for, to the Acme Advertising 
Agency, only there wasn'tajob or not 
secretarial anyway. Instead there 
was this. Paying more than the 
secretarial job that had been 
advertised of course. Paying more 
than any secretarial job she could 
hope to get. 


Frobisher Drive should be the next 
stop but she isn’t quite sure, she 
doesn’t know this part of the town. 
She could ask, that man opposite, 
but she doesn’t want to, afraid that 
somehow he, or anyone else, could 
tell. Say you're selling advertising 
space if you ever get a query, Mr 
Birling said, but why should you? 


The man opposite glances across 
and happens to meet her eye. She 
quickly looks away, feeling herself 
flushing. What does he see? A pretty 
girl with corn-coloured shoulder- 
length blond hair who looks younger 
than her 19 years and the youthful 
appearance is perhaps emphasised 
by the white knee-socks. He also 
wants the shiny black strap-over 
shoes but she’s not wearing those, 
she has on brown walking shoes, the 
‚black shoes are in her bag. She 
doesn’t like looking young, she 
would much rather look older, 19 or 
more than that, but Mr Birling said 


wanted to keep quiet, they wouldn’t 
want their husbands or boyfriends to 
know they were bonking clients. Did 
she have a boyfriend? Mr Birling 
asked at that stage. 


She said yes. Thinking of Gary. 
Thinking that she was sure Gary 
didnt know any of this sort of thing 
went on. Well that’s not a problem 
I’m sure, Mr Birling said. He won't 
need to know, you just tell him you've 
got the secretarial job. 


She hadn’t been sure. Not at all. It 
was still difficult to take it in. But she 
had agreed to go with Mr Birling to his 
flat. And then he had done it. In the 
bedroom. Just grabbing her when 
she said she couldn’t. Laughing and 
saying of course she could. Grabbing 
her, in a sort of joky way, but 
grabbing her nonetheless. With his 
hand up her skirt grabbing her 
knickers down. And sitting on the 
bed getting her over his lap with her 
knickers down and her skirt up round 
her waist. Spanking her squirming 
bare bottom. 


It had been awful. Taking her breath 
away. Struggling and jerking like an 
eel but Mr Birling had her held tightly 
round her waist with one hand and 
the other in spite of her struggles 
simply kept cracking hard down on 
the defenceless cheeks of her 
bottom. It was really awful and Mr 
Birling wouldn’t stop. At last he did 
though. Pushing her to her feet. Her 
bottom was burning. Her face was 
burning. She felt like she was burning 
all over. Mr Birling was laughing. 


‘There, how was that? Not too bad?’ 


She had shaken her head, not really 
about to speak. Then he said she had 
to put the other outfit on. Take off her 
own thing and put on the pink 
gingham blouse and little plaid skirt. 
The white knee-socks and the black 
strap-over shoes. It was a popular 
outfit with a lot of the clients. He 
wanted her to put it on and then he 
was going to spank her bottom some 
more. 


She weakly shook her head again. 
No, he couldn’t she didn’t want to do 
it, didn’t want to do any of this. She 
couldn’t. Mr Birling told her not to be 
silly, of course she wanted it. It was 
nothing to get excited about, it was 
only a game really. 


idea that girls did that sort of thing but 
Mr Birling said they did, it wasn’t 
unusual. Of course people didn’t 
shout about it, they kept quiet, but it 
was just a public relations thing. Like 
bonking. Some clients did want to 
bonk girls and that went on too but 
equally people kept quiet, girls 
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The Crammer. 
Sent to Bed. 
Spanking initiation. 


Sixteen Frobisher Avenue. The man 
who spoke to her on the bus has 
disappeared and here it is. Mr 
Colway’s house. A big house like the 
others on this road, detached and set 
back. Mr Colway, her first client. Mr 
Colway who is going to do what Mr 
Birling did at his flat. Oh God! He 
won’t do that other will he? The 
spanking will be bad enough. The 
spanking for which she already has 


hand, fingers, working at her. And 
whether it was the spanking and 
being over his lap with her bottom 
bare, whatever the reason, she 
couldn’t help it. Couldn’t help herself 
responding to the awful thing his 
hand was doing. His hand that was 
masturbating her. And she came. 
Rolling her hips about and thrusting 
back against the hand and making 
awful gasping sounds. She came. 


She did it. Not really agreeing to but 
doing it anyway because Mr Birling 
made her. Putting that schoolgirl- 
sort of outfit on and then having to 
get over his lap again. More of the 
awful spanking — only this time it 
was worse. Because Mr Birling did 
the other thing as well this time. As 
well as spanking her bottom his hand 
sliding in between her legs. Taking 
hold of her there. Her pussy. His 


and Mr Colway is talking in an 
animated way and unbuttoning her 
coat atthe same time. He is about Mr 
Birling’s age with a trimmed beard. 
His hands with her coat undone are 
having a quick feel at her boobs and 
then her coat is off. Mr Colway is 
admiring her. Saying admiring things 
and his hands admiring too. His hand 
slides up under the plaid skirt to her 
bare bottom. 


‘And new to this too Alison? the PR 
business. Mr Birling said you hadn't 
done any of it before, so really new. 
How lovely. Tell me have you got a 
boyfriend? Though I'm sure you 
have, such a lovely girl.’ 


She has intended to say no if she’s 
asked that. Not wanting to have to 
talk about Gary. Not wanting to think 
of Gary at all in connection with this. 
Then this can be like a dream, as if it’s 
not really happening. But her head is 
in such a whirl, Mr Colway all over 
her, his hand at her bare bottom, that 
somehow she says yes. And when he 
wants to know his name she can’t 
think of any other name and has to 


her knickers off: Mr Colway’s little 
thing. Don’t think about it. It'll only be 
... how long? Well not long, maybe an 
hour and she’ll be back out here and 
her ordeal over. But with another one, 
Mr Anthorp, tomorrow. Oh God! 
Don’t think about any of it. Just walk 
up the drive, a girl who’s come to sell 
advertising space if anyone happens 
to be watching but there isn’t 
anyone. Walk naturally up the drive 
and ring the bell. 


‘Alison? It is Alison isn’t it? The new 
girl. And so lovely. Mr Birling said you 
were nice but he didn’t say how nice. 
Mmmm ...’ 


They are inside the house, in the hall, 
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Standing at attention by the bed in 
the pink gingham blouse and her little 
white knickers and the knee-socks 
and black shoes. Mr Colway tells her 
to take the knickers down. Slip them 
down halfway to her knees. She has 
been a naughty girl. Neglecting her 
studies. Bonking. Letting Gary bonk 
her when she should be studying. 
And perhaps others too? Does she 
let anyone else bonk her? Mr Colway 
asks. He laughs. Mr Birling. She’s 
pretty certainly let Mr Birling bonk 
her. 

‘No!’ she gasps. ‘No | don't. | 
haven’t.’ Mr Colway’s hand is fiddling 
with her bare bottom. Pinching and 
jiggling it. 


‘Just Gary you say?’ His voice soft in 
her ear while his other hand feels her 
tits. ‘What about Gary then? How 
often with Gary. Did Gary have it up 
last night?’ 


She shakes her head. Her knees feel 
like they are going to collapse. She 
did do it with Gary last night, wanting 
it because of this impending visit 
today, to perhaps calm her 
nervousness. But she’s not going to 
tell Me Colway that. She mumbles 
Continued on page 0 


minutes and then ... 


She is standing by the bed waiting, as 
he’s told her, when he comes in. Her 
heart is thumping from that business 
downstairs in the hall. She has her 
knickers on again, and the black 
shoes. Mr Colway comes close. 


‘Right young lady. Have you got your 
knickers on?’ 


A mumbled ‘Yes.’ 


‘But you have them off often enough 
for that youth eh:? That Gary. What 
have you got to say about that? 
Letting him put it up you all the time, 
most evenings | expect, when you’re 
supposed to be studying. Eh?’ 


She doesn’t know what to say. 
Shaking her head. Mr Colway tells 
her to take her skirt off, then stand at 
attention. She has to of course. This 
is what she is here for, for Mr Colway 
to do what he wants, more or less. 
Spanking. Groping her, her bottom 
and her pussy, as he did downstairs. 
Could she have said ‘No | don’t want 
that!’ But Mr Colway would only have 
laughed and done it anyway. 


say it: Gary. And then Mr Colway’s 
hand is not only at her bottom . His 
other hand is round the front. At her 
pussy. She tries to struggle away 
from the hand but laughing Mr 
Colway won’t let her. Asking about 
Gary, and what they do. While both 
his hands ... 


She is close to tears by the time he 
finally lets go. ‘Just having a bit of 
fun,’ he says. ‘Anyway, now we'll 
start properly. Naughty Alison has 
been sent round to me because of 
what she’s doing with her boyfriend. 
She’s letting him do it to her and 
she’s not supposed to, she’s 
supposed to be concentrating on her 
studies. And therefore she’s got to 
have a good spanking. That’s it isn’t 
it?’ 


Mr Colway says she has to put her 
knickers back on, and change into 
the black shoes. She would have 
come with her knickers on because 
having her go about the streets with 
no knickers on will only have 
encouraged her in her bad behaviour. 
So he wants her to go upstairs, to the 
little back bedroom, and wait for him 
like that. He’ll come up in a few 
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tells her to open her legs. Wide. Lie 
still and open her legs wide. She does 
it. Feeling exhausted, all hot and 
drained from the spanking. Mr 
Colway’s hand is at her pussy. 


‘Yes a naughty girl Alison.’ His voice 
soft, caressing as his fingers fondle 
her hot pussy. And maybe it is the 
spanking of his playing with her 
earlier but she is wet. ‘And we know 
what she likes doing now, his fingers 
in her pussy, at her throbbing Clitoris. 
Mr Birling said you didn’t have to 
bonk ‘Just say no | don’t do that’. Mr 
Birling said that ... but then he 
bonked her. After the spanking and 
bringing her off with his hand. He 
bonked her on the bed ... and she 
didn’t really protest because she felt 
so weak, all her strength spent. As 
she does now. 


Mr Colway is standing up, his hands 
at the belt of his trousers. ‘No ...’ she 
says weakly. ‘No ... | don’t...’ But she 
is just lying there with her legs open. 
Mr Colway grinning. “Yes you do 
Alison. You’re a very naughty girl who 
likes doing it.’ 


* * * 


Outside. Her first visit is over. Outside 


pussy. On full display in this postition 
between the upturned cheeks of her 
bottom and the upraised undersides 
of her thighs. Alison’s pussy. 


Mr Colway with one hand holding her 
legs up and back fondles her thrust- 
out pussy. ‘This is it eh Miss? This is 
your little problem. A girl should be 
keeping the boys away from it but 
instead of that it’s freely available. 
When ever he wants it. And the 
others too | expect. Mr Birling | 
expect...’ 

His hand fondling her between her 
legs as she groans and squirms. 
Getting aroused, hot, although she 
doesn’t want to, as she did when Mr 
Birling did the same thing. And then 
when she is hot, liking it in spite of 
herself ... he stops. And begins 
spanking again. SPLATT ... SPLATT 
... SPLATT ... SPLATT ... Keeping 
going. SPLATT SPLATT ... 
SPLATT ... While she squeals and 
yelps and squirms and jerks. 


Mr Colway keeps on and on. 


At last he stops. Letting her legs fall 
back down on the bed cover. Mr 
Colway tells her to take her knickers 
off. Whimpering she struggles them 
down and off over the black shoes. 
He is sitting on the side of the bed. He 


something. Mr Colway gives her 
bottom a sharp slap. 


‘Come on, I'm going to have to give 
you a good spanking. Which 
hopefully may teach you the error of 
your ways Alison. Come on. Take 
your knickers down a bit further and 
get up on the bed. Get on the bed 
with your bottom sticking nicely up in 
the air.’ 


She pushes her knickers further 
down and climbs onto the bed, Mr 
Colway grabbing at her bottom as 
she does so. Kneeling on the yellow 
cover with her face down in.it and her 
bare bottom up. Mr Colway pushes 
the pink blouse up so that as much as 
possible is exposed. Her soft pink 
flesh, pink against the deeper pink of 
the blouse and the pastel yellow of 
the bed cover. The white knee-socks 
and shiny black patent leather shoes 
completing the seductive setting to 
the softly swelling curves of her 
teenage bottom. Mr Colway’s hand 
slides over the swelling ripeness. 


‘Yes, been a naughty girl Alison. And 
naughty girls have to learn their 
lesson. Get it up just a little more. To 
make a really nice target. That’s it. 
Now then ...’ 


SPLATT ...! 


Mr Colway’s hand cracking hard 
down on her upthrust buttocks. A 
muffled yelp into the bed cover. 
Another as the hand cracks in again. 
Think of something else, she tells 
herself, bottom quivering, clenching. 
And anyway it won’t be for long, Mr 
Birling said perhaps an hour, that 
was how long clients normally had 
girls. The hand has cracked in for a 
couple more resounding SPLATTS. 
So it won’t be for long ... and then 
she'll be back outside again. Back on 
the bus. Seeing Gary tonight. Gary 
who will ask if she’s had a good day. 
Ah she’ll say ... No she doesn’t want 
to think about that, about having to 
tell Gary the lies. Because she can’t 
possibly tell him she’s in this. This PR 
work. No way. If Gary ever found out 


Mr Colway keeps on — SPLATT... 
SPLATT ... SPLATT ... — at her bright 
pink bottom as she kneels with her 
head down in the yellow cover. Then 
he wants another position. For some 
more spanking. He wants her on her 
back with her legs lifted up in the air. 
Up over her head so that the 
undercheeks of her bottom are up, 
fully exposed. And something else 
too is up and fully exposed. Her 
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Continued from page 37 


Suddenly appearing from nowhere at 
her side. She has completely 
forgotten about him but now from out 
of the blue ...’ 


‘Hello,’ “Had a nice 


he says. 


funny, weak, crunching on the gravel 
of Mr Colway’s drive, then out into 
Frobisher Drive. 


Halfway along Frobisher Drive there 
is suddenly the man on the bus. 


in the fresh March sun with her coat 
on again and her sensible brown 
shoes. And her knickers too, she has 
her knickers on. How does she feel? 
She doesn’t really know how she 
feels. No feeling except her legs feel 


and quiet. And I can keep a secret. If 
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| want to.’ 


So she has no choice. 


END 


She feels like she’s going to collapse. 
“We'll go and have a nice cup of tea at 
my place,’ he says. She tries to 
protest, with semi-incoherent words. 
‘Oh yes we will,’ he tells her. ‘I’m sure 
you want your business kept nice 


afternoon?’ 


She is struck dumb. In total chock. 
He laughs softly. ‘I know where 
you've been. I’ve seen you girls. But 
you're anew one aren't you?’ 


really ... 


Monica told Stanley he would have to 
be very careful. With an exquisite 
young girl like Fiona and all the men 
about. Rodney Filford. George 
Hanway. James Artright. And all the 
others. The only thing they thought 
about from morning till night (and 
from night til morning) was, well, she 
didn’t wish to be crude but Stanley 
knew what she meant. Everyone 
knew what they were like. And 
Stanley's Fiona so young and 
innocent. And if by chance she wasn’t 
so innocent (well, it was possible 
these days), well, you also knew what 
young girls were like. Nowadays. 
Easily persuaded. Unless ... 


Unless they had some training. 
Preferably from another woman. A 
slightly older, more mature one. You 
couldn't trust a man of course. But a 
woman to advise her as to the pitfalls 
of social intercourse. And to teach a 
little self-discipline. 


ascribing much 
backgrounds. 


less romantic 


What was pretty well established was 
that Stanley had got her through some 
sort of matrimonial agency. High 
class of course, as one would expect 
with Stanley Gilbert’s money, but 
nonetheless one of those places. And 
why would a sublime looking girl like 
this Fiona give her name to such an 
establishment if she was not at the 
very least a gold-digger. And when a 
gold-digger had dug gold and was no 
doubt bored — well, the chances were 
that one who looked like that and was 
20 as opposed to Stanley’s 42 would, 
like the rectory girl that she might be 
anyway, be fucking like a female 
rabbit. All and sundry. Or at least 
whoever took her fancy. 

A lot of people thought that. Indeed 
just about everyone. Some of them 
mentioned it to Stanley. Obliquely. 
Their fear for his future happiness. 
Their fear of what this undoubtedly 
lovely young thing could do. One who 
mentioned it somewhat less obliquely 


Fiona Gilbert was quite delicious. 
Fiona Milway as she had been until 
only a few weeks ago. Stanley 
Gilbert’s gorgeous new young wife. A 
real dazzler. Aged 20 but really 
scarcely looking that: she could easily 
be a mouth-watering schoolgirl of 17 
or 18. A lovely face: big doe-like 
azure eyes, and ripely soft so- 
innocent mouth. Framed in a cascade 
of shoulder-length ripe-corn hair. 
And her figure too of course, it was 
equally stunning. Breasts like twin 
melons thrusting out the front of her 
blouse; and below the slim waist the 
lovely swell of curving hips and from 
the rear as she walked the sublime 
twin cheeks of her bottom doing 
mind-boggling things under her skirt. 


Yes, all quite mouth-watering. 
Stanley Gilbert’s new wife. Stanley 
who was 42. 


And that was the next thing that 
sprang to everyone’s mind. After 
seeing how dazzling she was. The fact 
that Stanley was 42. How could a man 


FANCYING FIONA 


Stanley listened to all this. It seemed 
to him that Monica was talking a lot of 
sense. He was inexperienced with 
women, which was why he had finally 
decided to go to the agency for a 
partner. And what an unbelievable 
creature they had found him! Stanley 
had not believed the human female 
could be so exquisite. But by the same 
token she was clearly going to be as 
attractive to other males. Rodney 
Filford and James Artright. George 
Hanway. Experienced men of the 
world. Who could easily toy with 
Fiona’s affections, just for fun. Or 
even worse, more sickening, toy with 
her exquisite body. So yes, he was 
listening to Monica. 


সং * 


Monica's large and pleasant house 
was out in the country and some five 
miles from the Gilberts’ own country 
property. Monica’s and 05 
house of course but Harold is not 
here, he had some business thät has 
taken him off for a week. Which is 
very convenient. For Monica. 


Monica has Fiona here for the week, 
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than most was Monica Smithford. 
Monica who was the wife of Harold 
Smithford and was not at all bad- 
looking herself. Aged 30, though 
Monica claimed 28. Not in the same 
class of looks as this dazzling Fiona of 
course. Handsome but less soft and 
sensuous looking. 


What Stanley didn't know was that 
Monica was to a certain extent partial 
to members of her own sex. In spite of 
being Harold Smithford's wife and 
therefore for all to see officially 
heterosexual. But :.. that doesn't 
necessarily mean exclusively so, does 
it: Monica could fancy a very special 
girl. A very special feminine girl. Soft 
and sensuous. A blonde to contrast 
with her own brunetteness. Yes, she 
could really fancy this lovely Fiona. 


Stanley was not to know this. No one 
had told-him about Monica and he 
was not himself very perceptive about 
such matters. No one had told Stanley 
because for one thing not very many 
people knew. Harold Smithford knew 
but he was certainly not going to tell. 
It rather amused him. It was rather 
amusing to see if Monica could 


like Stanley, a good old sort no doubt 
and certainly worth a bob or two but 
also, most certainly, staid and not a 
ball of fire. How was Stanley really 
going to cope with this? Had he really 
- considered the situation soberly? And 
you had only to ask yourself this 
question to come up with the answer 
that he could not have. Stanley 
Gilbert could only have been in some 
sort of dream world, to imagine he 
could cope with this dazzler. 


In particular in that no one seemed to 
know much about her background. 
Anything reliable thatis. One rumour 
said she came from a west country 
rectory — but then we all know what 
these vicarage girls can be like. Butter 
seemingly won't melt in their sweet 
mouths but at the same time they're 
fucking away like rabbits. Was 
Stanleys new young lady going to be 
enagaging in non-stop sexual 
intercourse of a promiscuous nature? 
Quite a few leering-faced persons 
were extremely keen to find out. 
Hoping to be able to satisfy young 
Mrs Gilbert’s keen appetite in that 


direction. But the rectory rumour was 
only one of many, with other 
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going to do here all week. But Stanley 
was very keen for her to come. To get 
to know Monica better. Monica 
seems quite nice, although Fiona has 
seen very little of her as yet. Very ... 
self-confident. 


Fiona starts. The hand has slid down 


Monica slips her arm lightly round 
Fiona’s slim waist. ‘It’s so lovely to 
have you here, Fiona dear. All to 
myself. I know we’re going to have a 
lovely time.’ 


Foina shivers slightly. It is not a very 
nice day. She is not sure what they are 


with Stanley’s blessing. Fiona has just 
been delivered on this March 
morning, by Stanley in his large 
Mercedes. The Mercedes and Stanley 
have departed. Monica and Fiona are 
in the sitting room, alone, looking out 
of the French windows on a dull, grey- 
skied March scene. 


i 
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of Stanley if he didn’t explain that. He 
wants you trained a little. Otherwise 
... he’s not sure if you can look after 
yourself. Don’t fidget, Fiona.’ 


The hand is down there again. The 
underswell of Fiona’s surging rear. 
Fiona can’t help ... trying to get her 
bottom away. 


No.. Not হা 


Monica comes in close again. A little 
laugh, but her voice comes harder. 
Firmer. 


‘You’re very fidgetty, dear. We 
mustn’t be like that.’ Her arm sliding 
round Fiona’s waist again. “You're 
here for a little training. It was remiss 


onto her bottom. 


“You know why you're here, Fiona 
dear? Mmm...’ 


Fiona squirms away, embarrassed 
Monica’s hand had slid intimately 
down onto the undercurve of her 
bottom. An intimate feel through her 
light tweed skirt. 
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and silly girl and would be such an 
easy prey to those men. Unless we 
toughen you up. Now get those things 
off" 


Monica accompanied her words with 
a firm and wristy slice of the switch in 
across the tight seat of Fiona’s tweed 
skirt. Fiona lets out a shrill yell at the 
sharp, stinging pain. It has really hurt 
— and that was through her skirt and 
knickers. 


‘Get your things off at once,’ Monica 
hisses. ‘Or I shall take them off for 
you — and thrash your bare bottom 
until it’s raw.’ 


This threat is enough. With little 
whimpering sounds Fiona fumbles at 
her clothes. Her skirt. Her blouse. 
Everything Monica said. Fiona is half 
crying. How could Stanley - have 
agreed to this? 


Monica watches with rising 
excitement as Fiona’s lovely flesh is 


- disclosed. There are delicious pale- 


blue silk bra and knickers under the 
skirt and blouse. ‘Everything, Fiona 
dear. Everything off.’ 


Fiona does it. Face red, whimpering. 
Slipping off these two remaining 
delightful garments. Oh look! 
Monica’s eyes are like laser beams. 
‘Stand straight!” she barks. ‘Get your 
arms away.’ 


Because Fiona has her hands coyly 
covering herself. The hands come 
unhappily away. To now reveal fully 
the ripe melons with their pink puppy- 
dog noses, and the delightful swatch 
of medium-blonde curls at the top of 
Fiona’s silky thighs. 


It is almost too much. Monica can 
scarcely resist the urge to get her 
hands, her mouth, on this exquisite 
flesh. But of course there is the other 
heady pleasure. Of whipping her. 
Pretty young girls of 20 or so did need 
a good whipping. And when one is as 
delicious as this Fiona ... she needs 
whipping until she doesn’t know 
which end is up. 


‘Over here,’ Monica says thickly. At 
the other end of the room a rope is 
dangling from a hook in the ceiling. 


“Take hold of that. Grip it high up, as 


‘far as you can reach. With both 


hands.’ - 


‘Please ... No ... Fiona Yelps, but 
obeying. The feeling of being naked is 
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moment: Her hands have stopped 


‘grabbing. Groping. Monica is quite 


pink in the face. From the excitement 
of all this. The excitement of having 
got her hands on luscious Fiona. 


“That's sensible. Have you ever been 
caned, Fiona? Whipped?’ 


What a question! Can Fiona have 
heard correctly? Weakly shaking her 
blonde hard. Girls who are brought 
up with loving care in rectories 
generally are not whipped or caned. 


Monica can scarcely contain her 
excitement. The cane is what she 
really wants. Or her horse crop. 
Slicing it into Fiona’s mouth-watering 
rear. Nude of course. The thoüght is 
almost too much for Monica. That 
and then a session in bed with the 
lovely innocent young thing. But the 
cane first. Or her riding crop. 


“Well we:shall have to do that, Fiona. 
It’s a very basic test. To see how you 
take it. My riding crop I think. And... 
I shall want you with all your things 
Except perhaps your 
shoes, they can stay on. All right?’ 


All right? Fiona cannot believe this. 
Cannot believe her ears — or if she can 
Monica must be joking. But Monica 
does not look or sound as if she is 
joking. Her voice is hard. Sharp. Her 
brilliant dark eyes are shining. As she 
repeats the unbelievable words. Her 
riding crop. Fiona to take off all her 
clothes. Except perhaps her white 
patent leather courts. 


‘Come on, Fiona dear. We’ll go out 
into my scullery.’ 


Fiona can’t believe this but very 
shortly they are out in a stark and very 
basic looking scullery and Monica 
now has in her hand a vicious looking 
riding crop. She says in passing that 
the scullery is due to be modernised, 
which is easy to believe, but Fiona is 


not thinking about the somewhat | 


primitive state of the room but of 
something else. The thing which is 
going to happen here. Because 
Monica means it. She means to hit 
Fiona with that sickening thing. 


Another desperate attempt at 
protesting. It is like some awful 
nightmare. Monica’s hard voice cuts 
her short. 


‘Don’t be silly, Fiona. I am going to 
do it right away. [ve explained that it 
is a test I have to do. You're just a soft 


‘off. Nude. 


“Keep still. Tm just ... investigating. 
What do you do ... ifa man does this? 
If a man gives you a feel. At a dance or 
a party. Not Stanley of course, 
another man. They do it all the time of 
course. And with a gorgeous thing 
like you, Fiona... well they are bound 
to.’ 


“Please ...’ Fiona has slid away from 
the window but only into the corner of 
the room and the pressing Monica has 
pursued her. Her hand is still at 
Fiona’s sweet-cheeked rear. 


“So what do you do, dear? When they 
give you a sneaky little feel. Or 
something not so sneaky. Mmm ..?’ 
With now a frontal attack Monica’s 
two hands reach for Fiona’s full 
globes, her ripe breasts under the thin 
pale blue silk blouse. Fiona squeals. 


‘It’s what poor Stanley is concerned 
about, Fiona. Those awful predatory 
men. With their grubby hands. And 
not only that. Their whispers in your 
pretty ear. Hot whispers, Fiona. That 
they’re desperate to fuck you.’ 


The obscene word, enunciated with 
seeming relish by Monica, is as 
shocking as Monica’s pressing hands. 
Fiona feels almost as if she is going to 
cry. Monica is very forceful. Both her 
hands and her questions. She won’t 
let her go. Fiona babbles something 
while ineffectually pushing at the 
hands. Well of course men do want 
things. They want to touch a girl, and 
they do want to make suggestions ... 
of other things. Although Fiona is 
certainly not interested. She doesn’t 
want to be fondled up by other men, 
or anything else from them. She has 
had a cloistered rectory upbringing, 
but at the same time she is not one of 
those vicarage girls who want to fuck 
and fuck. She is a sweet, shy girl. 
Although she looks such a dazzler. 
And now she is Stanley’s wife all she 
wants ... is what Stanley wants. To be 
his sweet young wife. 


‘Stanley is concerned,’ Monica 
repeats. ‘He feels so vulnerable, poor 


dear. That is why he wanted me to ..- 


ah .. check you out, Fiona. So I hope 
you will be cooperative. For Stanley’s 
sake.” 


What can poor Fiona say to this 
except: Yes. Of course. The words 
gasping almost hysterically out. But 
of course. Naturally Fiona will 
cooperate. In what exactly, though ..? 


Monica has let go now. For the 


Squarely across the fullest meat of 
Fiona’s quivering bum. A mind- 
numbing pain is welling out from the 
stricken nates. 


‘Hang on. Don’t you dare let go. And 
get your legs up. Off the floor.’ 


course the target. 
‘No .. 000... you can't...” 


THWACKK ...! 


‘Aaaiüieeeeeeeee ...! 
The riding croop has come wristily in. 


dreadful. She has only her white high 
heels on. And stretching up holding 
the rope ... she is nuder than ever. 
Her lovely ripe breasts lifted high and 
thrusting in this stretched-up posture. 
And her bottom, the twin globes 
quivering as she sways slightly on the 

Fiona's defenceless bum is of 


pushing aggressively in. Then she is 
standing. 


‘I expect you're still feeling sore, 
Fiona dear. But I’m, going to make it 
better.” 


Monica is sliding the loose dressing 
gown off. She is nude underneath. 
Just as Fiona is nude in the bed. 
Monica's body is harder, firmer 
perhaps. But still very attractive. 
Fiona looks with bewildered eyes, still 
feeling Monica's sexy kiss on and in 
her mouth. Fiona is still dazed, shell- 
shocked, from the whipping. Looking ` 
at Monica’s nude body, her nipples 
stiff and erect. Monica is pulling back 
the bed cover. Sliding in with her. 


Later today, at tea time, Monica has a 
surprise visitor for Fiona. Rodney 
Filford. Rodney who is so keen to get 
at Fiona, to have a taste of her. Well 
Rodney is going to be. given that 
opportunity. Probably in this very bed . 
where now Monica is embarrasing 
Fiona. It will be so amusing for 
Monica, and so exciting, to let 
Rodney have Fiona. And of course it 
will be so good for her. A young girl 
can be too innocent. Especially a 
young married girl. A young married 
girl needs a little experience. Fiona 
will get that valuable experience. 
Later today. Rodney Filford will 
eagerly provide it. 


And later in the week there will also 
be George Hanway and James 
Artright. Separately of course. A 
young and innocent girl such as Fiona 
is- perhaps not ready for both 
together. But separately the two of 
them will add considerably to Fiona’s 
experience. Yes it is going to be such 
an interesting and valuable week for 
Fiona. 


Monica thinks that perhaps she might 
also let the men watch when she whips 
Fiona. That could also be intensely: 
amusing. 


Yes. 


But for the moment it is just Monica 
experiencing the heady pleasure of 
being at close quarters with Fiona. 
With shaken and quivering Fiona. 
Quite delicious Fiona. Marvellously 
and sensuously nude. Fiona who 
hardly knows what is happening. At 
least can’t believe it is happening. 
Monica greedily between Fiona’s 
sweet thighs. Monica’s hot mouth 
greedily devouring her. 
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pain islike. And then ۰ 


In bed. Fiona in bed in this attractive 
room Monica had prepared for her 
visit. It is still daytime of course. Late 
morning. Still that grey March day 


. outside but Fiona has no thought for 


what is outside. That. mind-stopping 
whipping is not long finished, some 15 
minutes ago. Right afterwards 
Monica advised Fiona to go to bed. 
To rest. A girl needs to rest after a 
whipping like that, especially if it is 


her first. 


Fiona was not about to argue. She was 
not going to argue with anything 
Monica said and certainly not the 
thought of going to bed. Not in the 
state she was in, the state Fiona’s 
bottom was in. 


Monica came up with Fiona. Her arm 
solicitously round the sobbing and 
still nude girl. Fiona with her red- 
striped, red-hot bottom. The red 
stripes also descending down the 
backs of her thighs. Sobbing. Unable 
to stop. Monica was solicitous. 
Solicitously helping Fiona into bed. 
Her hands solicitously at Fiona’s hot 
bottom. Monica has now gone to get 
some drinks. 

Fiona has more or less stopped 
sobbing now. Her bottom feels 
slightly better. But otherwise she is, 
still quite devastated. That diabolical 
riding crop. Looking up at the ceiling. 
She has been here at Monica's for 
only a couple of hours. And is to stay 
all week. Fiona bites her lip to stop 
the tears that are threatening to 
return. 


The door opens. Monica of course. 
No one else is here. Monica with a 
dressing gown on now and carrying a 
tray with glasses, bottles. Smiling. 
Closing the door. 


‘How are you, darling?’ 


Fiona doesn't answer. Monica puts 
the drinks on alittle table, then sits on 
the side of the bed. Smiling again at 
Fiona. “Feeling a bit better, you poor 
dear” : 


Monica’s white dressing gown is 
belted at the waist and somehow the 
belt has become loosened. The gown 
is sliding open. As Monica leans over 
Fiona. Leaning right down to kiss 
Fiona’s mouth, Monica’s tongue 


THWACKK...! 
‘Aaaiiiyyaaaaaaaa..!’ 

‘I said get your legs up. Lift...’ 
THWACKKKK..! 


“Aaaayyyeeehhh..! NO .. NO .. NO 
more ...” 


Fiona has her legs up now. Her feet 
off the floor. Swinging from her arms 
on the rope. There are splendid red 
stripes across the meat of her bottom. 
One across the rear tops of her thighs. 
The pain ... Fiona thinks perhaps she 
might faint. 

Monica looks hot. Her face red. Her 
dark eyes intense. Perhaps Monica 
feels a little faint too. With the intense 
excitement. She puts the switch down 
on the table. 


‘Just a moment. Fiona dear.’ 
Monica's hands going to her own 
blouse. Pulling it roughly open. and 
then off. Underneath is a lacy black 
bra. ‘Just a moment.’ Her hands now 
at her skirt. A nervous, excited laugh. 
Sliding down her ‘skirt. Underneath 
are matching brief black knickers and 


a slim-strapped suspender belt for her 


dark nylons. Plus of course Monica’s 
slim and shapely body. She flings the 
skirt aside. 


“That's better.’ Stepping in: to the 
whimpering Fiona who is still hanging 
onto the rope though now now at full 
Stretch. 


‘That’s better. It’s a little hot in here. 
Fiona darling.’ Monica’s arms going 
round Fiona. Round her sweet and 
now hot flesh. “That was must a start. 
How does it feel. Mmm ..?” 


Monica is caressing the marvellous 
body. Those surging breasts and also 
the surging buttocks which have been 
viciously whipped. Fiona cries out. 
Monica turns her. Her mouth seeking 
Fiona’s ripe and trembling mouth. 
Closing on it. Thrusting her tongue in. 
And thrusting her hot and eager pussy 
against Fiona’s silky thigh. Monica is 
almost coming. 


She backs off, with difficulty 
controlling herself. Not yet. Fiona has 
got to have more of the riding crop. 
Quite a bit more of it. She has not 
been hurt yet. Not really hurt. Fiona 
may think she is hurt but that is just 
because she is so soft and unused to 
pain. She has got to learn what real 
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